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rhe wftory of 

1 am as bo: as molten Lead, and as heauy too.*God keepe l ej( j 
out ofmejl reed no more weight then mmeownc bowels; \ 
hauc led my rag of Muflians where they are peperdrther’s not 
three of my i < o.left aliue.and they arc for the townes end, to 
becae duringiifc. Bur who comes heere ? Enter Pri*^ 
Pr#w. What ftandtt thou idle heere? lend me thy Sword, 
Many a Nobleman lies ftarke and diffc, 

Vnder the hooues of vauntiag enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreuengd,I prethee lend metnyfword. 
Fal.O Hat, l prethee giue me ieaue to breathe a whiles lurkt 
Grei vrj neuer did fuch deeds in armcs,asl hauedone this day, 

I haue payd Verde, I haue made him Cure* 
prtn. He is indced,and liuing to kill thee ; 
Jptethcelendmethy l'word. ...» A 

Fal. Nay before God,f/«/,if P erej be ahue,thou getft not im 
fword,but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Giue it me.* what? is it in the cafe? 

Fal. I flW/tis hot, there’s that will facke a City. 

The Trince draws it oHt,andfindes it a hotted of Sack*. | 
prin, Y Vbat is it a time to left and dally now ? 

He throve et the Bottle at him . Ew 

Fal A f Percy be aliue,llepiercc h>m,ifhe doe come in my way, 

fo: if he doe not, if I come in bis willingly, let him reaia-aCar- 

bonadoof mee. I like not fuch griaoing honour as fir fPm 
hath giue me Iife,which if I can faue,fo; if not, honour comes 
vnlookt for,and there’s an end. 

Alar me, exenr font,, enter the King, the Prin ztfLord lohn «/ 
LancafteMw^ Barle of VVeftmerland, 

King. I prethee Harry wit hdraw thy felfe,thou blcedefl too 
much; Lord lohn of Lancafltr a %at you wit h him. 

Pilohn Not I,my Lord, vnlelle 1 did bleed too. 
prin. I befecch your Maiefty make vp, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends^ ( 

JCi.I will doe fo; my Loof FFeftmerlaudfiead him to nislcn.- 
W*/?. Come, my Lord,lielcaclyouto your Tent. 

• Prince. Lead me, nay Lord,! dot not need your he'pe 5 
AndGod forbid a (hallow (cratch fhoulddriut ^ 



Henry the Feurtb* 

The prince of W ales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftayad Nobilitielies troden on. 

And Rebels Amies triumph in maffacres. ... 

ubnMec breathe too long, come coufinVv efimrUni, 

Our duty this way lies :For Gods fake come. 

Prin Ay God, thou haft deceiu d mz,L*nc*fttr, 

Idid not thinkethee Lord of fuch afpirit; 

Before, Ilou’d thee as a brother- lohn. 

But now I doe refpeft thee as my loulc. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poy ntj 
With loftier maintenance then 1 did lookc for 

OffuchanvngrowneWarrier. 

iV/>#.0,this Boy lends metall to vs all. 

Dowg. Another King, they grow Uke Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fatall to all thofe 
That wearethofe colours onthetn.Wbat art thou 
That counterfeieft thepedon of a King? ^ 

King. The King himfelfc , who S^/rf/grieuesac heart 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft raer. 

And not the very King :1 hauc two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and rby felfe,about the Field; 

But feeing thou fail'd on mee fo luckily , 

I will aflay thee: anddefendtby felfe. 

V owg - 1 feare,thou arc another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’d 'thee like a King t 
But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou bee j 
And thus I winne thee# , . • 

T hey fight , the Ktng being in danger, enter 'Printe of Wafer. 
Prince. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot , or thou art like 
Neuer to hold itvpagaine,thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly,'§tajfbrd, Blunt, it t in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of W ales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but hec mcanes ro pay. 

They fight, DowgUsfitsth . 

Checrely my Lord, how fares your Grace ? 

S ir'Hichlas G aw fey hath for fuccour tent. 

And fo hath £7r/r<>»;Ile to Clifton ftrait. 

Ktng, Stay, and breathe a while, . 

K a The# 
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